Def. I my Lord: 

Oth. If you bethinke your fdFe of any crime, 
Vnrcconcil’d as yet to beauen and grace, 

Sollicite for it flraite. 

Def. Alas my Lord, what may you mesne by that?' 
Oth. Well doe it,and be briefe,I will walkc by, 

I would not kill thy ynprepared fphit, 

No,beauen fore- fend, I would not kill thy foule. 

Def. Ta lkc you of killing? 

Oth. 1,1 doe. 

Dtf. Then beauen haue mercy or me. 

Oth. Amcn,with all my heart. 

Def. Ifyou fay fo, Ihopeyou willnot kiilrne. 

Oth. Hum. 

Def. And yet I feare you, for you are fatall then. 
When your eyes roule fo : why I fhould feare,I know not] 
Since guilcineffe 1 know not, but yet 1 feele I feare, 

Oth. Thinkc on thy finnes. 

Def. They are loucs I beare to you. 

Oth. And for that thou dieft. 

Def. That death s vanatur dl,that kills for louing, 
Alas, why gnaw you fo your neathcr lip ?. 

Some bloody paflion flukes your very frame, 

Thcfe are portents : but yet I hope 
They doe not point on me. 

Orb. Pcace,and be llill. 

Dtf. I will,fo,what*8 the matter ? 

Oth. That handkercher which I fo lou’d,and gaue thee 
Thou gaueft to Cstfsio. 

Def No, by my life and feulc. 

Send for the man and aske him. 

Oth. S weete foulc take heed, take heed of ptriury. 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def. I,but not yet to die. 

Oth. Yc$,prefently : 

Therefore confefle tbee freely of thy finne, 

For to deny each article with oath. 



Cannot rernoue, nor choke the ftrongconcsit, 

Thor I doe groane wichall : thou art to die, 
p t f Then Lord haue mercy on me. 

Oth. I fay Amen. 

Def. And haue you mercy too: 

I n euer did offend you in my life, — neuer lou d Cufsie, 

But with fuch general! warranty of heauen. 

As I m ght loue : I neuer gaue him token. 

Oth. By heauen I faw my handkercher in his hand, 

0 periured woroan,thou doeft ftone thy heart. 

And makeft me call,what I intend to doe, 

A murder, which I thought a facrifice, 

1 faw the handkercher. 

Def. He found it then, 

I neuer gaue it him, fend for him hither. 

And let him confefle a truth. 

Oth. Hehasconfeft. 

Def. What,my Lord ? 

Oth, Thar he hath- — vds death. 

Def. How,vnlawfully ? 

Oth. I. 

Def. He will not fay fo. 

Oth. No.his mouth is flop ’d, 

Honcft I ago hath tane order for’e. 

Def. My feare interprets then, — what is he dead ? 

Oth. Had all his haircs bin liucs, < 

My great reuenge had ftomacke for ’em all. 

Def. Alas he is betraid,and I vndone. 

Oth. O ffrumpet, — weepeft thou for him to my face ? 
Def. O bannifli me, my Lord, but kill roc not. 

0;h. Downe {trumpet. 

Def Kill me to morrow Jet me liue to night. 

Oth. Nay.an you ftriue. 

Def. Buthalfc an houre,but while I fay one prayer. 
Oth. Tis too late. he fifties her. 

Dtf. O Lord,Lord, Lord. Emillia calls mih'tn. 
My Lord,my Lord, what ho, my Lord, my Lord. 
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